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the moving images of ourselves that we perceive in it. The
Odyssey is such a book; the Phaedo is another	"
"The Odyssey! the Phaedo!" she exclaimed, and, when
he asked her why she had been astonished, she could
answer only that she had not been astonished by his choice
but that it had reminded her	
"Of what, Julie? Do you love the books so much? I
haven't heard that ring of wonder in your voice since—I
think I have never heard it until now/5 he added musingly,
"I read the Odyssey when I was a child," she said.
"It was that, I expect, the old memory."
"In Greek? Were you a scholar of Greek as well as of
Latin?"
She hesitated before answering that she had learned a
little Greek, but that for the most part it had been trans-
lated	
"Ah! I remember," he said. "By the Englishman who
was a prisoner here. Is he still in Enkendaal?"
"In Kerstholt's cottage."
"Alone?"
"There were two others with him. He's alone now."
"Alone by choice?"
Julie nodded. "What you said just now—to be still,
listening—that is what he is after. He calls it the stillness
of an axis at the centre of a wheel."
"I understand that," Narwitz said. "It is a good meta-
phor. The axis that moves forward with the wheel but
never revolves. It is a beautiful metaphor. „ . . Why does
he not come here?"
"How can he, Rupert?"
"Because he and I are enemies?"
"You are officers at war."
"You mean, he would not meet me?"
Again Julie hesitated. "He wouldn't refuse," she said.
"Then? . . . Julie, my dear, he and I are not enemies.
I am not the enemy of such men. Ask him to come. He is
a scholar. He has a mind and a tradition.... You like him?"
"Yes."
"Ask him to meet me then/'

